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A Business Affair 
A. Q. Stork, Esq. 

Dear Sir: A package of goods was 
delivered by you at my front door this 
morning, and pending arrangements I 
am keeping it subject to your order. 


I have no record of ordering any- 
thing from you. 


We are already well supplied with 
articles of this description, and cannot 
understand why you should have deliv- 
ered the goods without express instruc- 
tions. The object you left was not 
even wrapped up. In shipping goods, 
you should be careful hereafter to see 
that they are well packed. Your goods 
are all perishable, and need attention 
from your shipping clerk. 


We have examined this consignment 
very carefully. It weighs eight pounds 
net, and apparently is in good condi- 
tion. We shall not be responsible, 
however, for any damage done while 
awaiting instructions from you. Are 
you sure there was no error made in 
the shipping directions and the goods 
delivered at the wrong address? 
Please remember that mistakes on your 
part occasion no end of trouble and are 
hard to rectify. 

Awaiting your reply, 
Joun Situ. 

P.S.—I have just seen my wife. We 

will keep the goods. 
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Politics 

“ Mornin’ Congressman; I—— 

“Well, it’s old Jim Smith. Jim, 
how are you? Have a cigar, Jim?” 

“Thought I’d come around to tell 
you that I’d moved out of your district, 
but——” 

“ Indeed, Mr. Smith.” 

“You see I wanted to find out 
if ‘ ’ 

“ Yes, Smith.” 

“—if you cquld use your influence 
to——”” 

“Sorry, my man, but I can’t stop. 
Good-morning.” 





Up Against It 
Proprietor Booksnor (in Lallapo- 
loosa, Ind.): Look here, young man! 
Why didn’t you forward the list of our 
six-best-sellers to New York last week? 
Tue New Cuerx: ’Cause we only sold 
five, sir. 


The Market 
First Citizen: How’s the market? 
Seconp Citizen: Summer resort men, 
preferred, 98 bid and 102 asked; com- 
mon, 87 bid. Brisk trade in Summer 
girls, but market flooded—77_ bid. 
Young widows lively at 85. 
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Prints of This Popular Picture Now Ready 
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We have reproduced this beautiful painting by Harry Morse 
Myers in full color on heavy proof paper, size 11x 14 inches, 
ready for framing. Single prints will be sent to any address 
postpaid on receipt of 25 cents in stamps. On receipt of $1.10, 
will enter your name for a Three Months’ Trial Subscription to 
Puck and include one of these prints without further charge. 
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Sacrifice Sale — One of the Fastest 
Yachts in American Waters 
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ESPECIALLY ATTRACTIVE 120-FT. twin-screw high speed steam 

yacht. Ideal craft for ferry service, and one that is widely known for 
her speed and appointments. Cruising speed, 20 miles; maximum, 27. 
Two triple expansion engines; new water-tube boiler. Large dining 
saloon on deck forward; roomy saloon, owner’s stateroom with brass bed 
and bathroom aft, also guests’ stateroom. Handsomely finished and 
completely furnished in every detail. In fine condition ; always had best 
of care. Price for immediate sale less than half of its actual value. 
For plan and further particulars, apply to any Yacht Agency or to 
owner’s secretary, 


W. A. SANDS, Room 1002 
29 West 42nd Street, New York City 


Proceeds From the Sale of This Yacht Will 
be Given to the War Sufferers 
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GEO. CQHAN’S theatre, Bway, 434 St, 


Eves 8.15 Mats. Wed. & Sat. 2.15 
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TWIN BEDS 


By Margaret Ma SELWYN & CO.’S 
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DIARY January 22,1820 
A cold day, and blustery, ounes 
from town. I was mighty glad t 
see the lights of the Inn, where I and 
soon made comfortable at the fire 
with my favorite 


OLD OVERHOLT RYE 
“Same for 100 years” 


For over a century this de- 
lightful pure Pennsylvania Rye 
cheered men’s hearts. 
What more strengthening than 
good Old Overholt? Aged in 
the wood, bottled in bond. 


A. Overholt & Co. Pittsburgh, Pa. 














1,000 Island House 


Alexandria Bay 
Jefferson County New York 
In the Heart of the Thousand Islands 


In the most enchanting spot in all 
America, where nature’s charms are 
rarest, all the delights of modern civ- 
ilization are added in the 1,000 Island 
House. No hotel of the Metropolis 
provides greater living facilities .or 
such luxurious comfort — real HOME 
comfort—as does this palatial Sum- 
mer retreat. An amusement for every 
hour, or quiet, complete rest, is the 
choice of every guest. 
Golf 


Polo 
Motor Boating Fishing 


Send for Illustrated Booklet 
O.G. STAPLES, w. WARBURTON, 
Manager 


Proprietor 
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Mr. Le Gallienne’s Verse 


The regular appearance in the pages 
of Puck of the verse of Richard Le 
Gallienne has proved a feature in 
which our readers have found a large 
measure of enjoyment. Of Mr. Le 
Gallienne’s contributions, Current 
Opinion says: 

Puck devotes . . pages to Richard 
Le Gallienne accompanied by brilliant color 
illustration. It is like old times—the times 


of Bunner—to find poetry of this quality 
in Puck. 


Not only is this popular poet repre- 
sented in the current number of Puck 
but next week a bit of his matchless 
verse will appear in conjunction with 
a color page by B. Wennerberg, of 
Munich. 


¢ 


Next Week’s Puck 


Puck has been remiss in a duty to 
its readers. It is distinctly de rigeur 


for every smart periodical -to grace | 


each and every issue with a generous 
sprinkling of photographs of young la- 
dies dancing in the open. Puck has 
permitted several numbers to pass with- 
out this popular feature, and finally, 
the camera failing to catch the proper 
pose, W. E. Hill was commissioned to 
accomplish the task at which the lens 
shied. The result appears next week 
—positively the best group of outdoor 
dancers yet pictured. There will be 
the “ Puppet Shop,” in which Mr. Na- 
than finds a fountain of laughter in 
Broadway’s midsummer madness, and 
a double page cartoon by Hy Mayer. 


When writing to advertisers, please mention Puck 
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If you study your own pleasure and 
want to make your outing a suc- 
cess from start to finish order 


a supply of 


EVans 
Ale. 


heer banis' 
a taeer rey in ‘i a rater iS All Good i ol 
C.H. EVANS & SONS Estab. 1786 Hudson, N. Y. 















60 Leading Boat Builders have joined with 
the Gray Motor Company in issuing a cat- 
alos « showing $e. ee re) each, 
from » SDs upward to mahogany finished 
quqenee Hgunches } with Self-starting ‘ 





er SCyele Gray Motors for 

, Cruisers from up. This book helps 
ou aajoct — the model of boat you heave 
BOATS mn look ng ry? and cette ou where to 
buy it ant what it will cost. nd forthis 
big Boat Catalog today. Free. Also Gray 
Marine Engine “ipwardy om line of Zand deycle 
marine motors from — one to six cylinders. 
Gray Motor | 744 Gray Motor Bidg., Detroit. Mich. 





lhe Secret 
of its. 
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SUNNY 
BROOK 


The PURE FOOD Whiskey 





ET en 


The Proper 
Private School 


for your children is perhaps the 
most important choice you have 
to make. You need the best guide 
in existence and that undoubtedly 
you will find every month in the 


Educational Directory 
0 


Harper’s Magazine 


for it is in Harper’s Magazine that you 
find the announcements of more 
private and preparatory schools and 
colleges than in any other publica- 
tion—the widest, the best, and the 
most dependable selection. 


Would you not like to have your own 
child go to school with children whose 
parents read Harper's Magazine? 


nan 

















« Civilized Warfare” 


(A Week or Entries 1n A Diary at 
THE Front) 
Sunday.—Heavy firing all day. The 
enemy is bombarding our advanced 
posts with yellow fever germs. 


Monday.—Lull in the firing during 
the morning. In the afternoon, our 
heavy mortars, using shells loaded with 
typhus germs, completely silenced the 
enemy. 


Tuesday.—The enemy confined their 
attacks to a charge of trained rats in- 
fected with bubonic plague. 


Wednesday.—We retaliated by drop- 
ping bombs laden with cholera germs 
from our airships. It is rumored that 
the enemy is short of ammunition, an 
urgent call having been sent to their 
laboratories for more germs. 


Thursday. — No exchanges worth 
mentioning; only lead, steel and cop- 
per. 


Friday.—Nothing to report. Our 
ordnance department is experimenting 
with spinal meningitis. 


Saturday.—Battle resumed in all its 
violence, our machine guns loaded with 
the Black Plague; the enemies’ with 
Beri Beri. Our losses for the week 
have been appalling, but what matters 
it? Since last Sunday we have gained 


nine yards. 
¢ 


Cruel to swat flies—Newspaper headline. 

By all means let us lay down the 
swatter! What though the fly, blithe 
creature, drops several billion typhoid 
germs in the baby’s milk? After all, 
there are plenty.of babies, and the flies 
are growing distressingly fewer. The 
lower forms of life must be preserved 
at the cost of the higher, as any anti- 
vivisectionist will tell you. It’s almost 
as cruel to swat a fly as it is to extract 
serums from dumb beasts for the pur- 
pose of saving insignificant human 
lives. 


¢ 


Or in Other Words— 
Pray do not murder flies and worms 
Such sport is very cruel. 
What though they scatter noxious 
germs ; 
Upon the baby’s gruel? 
Oh, learn to love the little flies 
And treat them as your brothers. 
What though a hapless infant dies? 
We still have many others. 








“YOU DIRTY BOY!” 








The Jews are to hold a world congress 
in the United States as soon as the war is 
over.— News item. 


To discuss ways and means, doubt- 
less, for the rehabilitation of a world 
that their Christian brothers have so 
assiduously torn to pieces. 

. 

“Eat only when hungry,” says 
Henry Ford, in a talk on the tum. Ex- 
cellent advice, Henry, in these days 
when one’s money has to go for gaso- 
line, inner tubes, etc. 


¢ 


The Russian official statement also men- 
tions checks administered to Von Macken- 
sen’s army east of Lemberg on the Bug.— 
War item. 

Cue to poets: “ For I was born at 
Lemberg—at Lemberg on the Bug.” 

+ 

“TI am a man of honor and when I say 
that I am only on a pleasure trip I mean 
it."—General Huerta. 

Huerta’s idea of pleasure was well 
expressed in the Madero incident. 
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The Suffrage Ladies recently deliv- 
ered an appeal to the American people 
from the foot of the Statue of Liberty. 
The Antis, on the other hand, are still 
delivering their appeals from the hem 
of Mrs. Grundy’s petticoats. 


£ 


Somebody offered John D. Rocke- 
feller a monster birthday cake, and 
John declined to accept it. John has 
taken a good many cakes in his day, 


however. 
£ 


“A saloonless nation by 1920,” is 
the prediction of an_ enthusiastic 
“dry.” The job will not be complete, 
however, till we have a “ club-grill- 
roomless nation.” 

¢ 

The King often distributes cigars among 
the men.—The News from Italy. 

If they are anything like the Italian 
cigars sold on Mulberry Street, Aus- 
tria has a powerful ally in the King 
of Italy’s cigar-case. 
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THE NEWS IN RIME 


Verses by DANA BURNET 


A Poet penned a movie show 
In verse of deep emotion, 
Which strikes our errant fancy as 
The poetry of motion. 
Some eighty chickens lost their lives 
In Boston’s recent cloudburst, 
Vic Huerta’s plot 
Refore ‘twas hot, 


Exploded with a loud burst. 
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Pet oysters are the latest fad 
Among the idle wealthy. 
An hour of play, the medics say, 
Will keep one hale and. healthy. 
A savant claims that Luna’s beams 
Induce a form of madness, 
The cure for which 
Is Cupid’s hitch, 


And Bryan “ views with sadness ”— 


A vessel filled with Jumping Beans 
Encounter Neptune’s thunder, 
The beans began to leap about 
And broke the ship asunder. 
’Tis said the roar of Europe’s guns 
Has tampered with the weather, 
To bare one’s feet 
Is quite elite, 
(It also saves one’s leather). 


Our educators now propose 
To shorten school vacations. 
The educated—need we add?— 
Deplore such innovations. 


A New York merchant sold his yacht 


To aid the war’s afflicted. 
The Osborne case 
Filled precious space, 

And Rum may be restricted. 


My Lady Doctor Anna Shaw 
Received a motor carriage. 

The Feminists said cruel things 
Concerning modern marriage. 
Hank Thaw’s domestic contretemps 
Still decorates the journals, 
The Dardanelles 

Have shed their shells, 


Disclosing German colonels. 


Illustrations by MERLE JOHNSON * 


A scientist declares the sun 
Has cinders in its eyeball. 
No more through Alabama’s wilds 
Will roam the haughty highball. 
Too many baths are said to be 
Unfriendly to the system, 
But what with the 
Humidity 
We simply can’t resist ’em. 





Von Meyer says the navy needs 
Less praising and more practice. 
A hen that laid a prickly egg 
Was found to lunch on cactus. 
Sir Taft has lost another pound, 
We knew you'd like the item— 
There’s naught but woe 
In Mexico, 
And thus ad infinitum, 
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By Hy MAYER 


THE AWAKENING OF THE YOUNG GIANT 


6 














Guokw 





_| | What Fools These Mortals Be!” 
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in America—and the Newest 
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The Chautauqua Mystery 
: hanged likes long editorials in hot weather, 


so this will be a short one. It is about 
American farmers and metropolitan newspapers. 
Simply by looking at a New York newspaper, 
you may discover that the publisher has a 
warm spot in his heart for the American farmer. 
He is “the bulwark of the nation.” He is “the 
balance-wheel of sanity.” He is in the foremost 
rank of Americanship. He is all he should be. 


O much for the farmer. Our next editorial 
stop will be the Chautauqua lecture circuit. 
This, the metropolitan newspaper doesn’t like 
at all. To speak of the Chautauqua lecture 
circuit in a metropolitan newspaper is to speak 
jocularly, cynically, sneeringly. Reference to 
it is usually made in connection with William 
Jennings Bryan, the Swiss Bell Ringers and the 
Tyrolean Yodlers. Chautauqua gets a laugh 
in eastern journalism just as mention of the 
B. and O. used to get a laugh in vaudeville. 


ND now let us see how these two attitudes of 
the metropolitan newspaper agree with 
each other. The publisher loves and admires 
the American farmer, and has the greatest re- 
spect for his sagacity and sanity. But he has 
only sneers and jibes for the Chautauqua 
lecture circuit which, as it happens, is supported 
very largely by the American farmer and the 
American farmer’s numerous family. It is hard 
to comprehend how so many thousands of farm 
folk can patronize such a shallow institution as 
the Chautauqua circuit, and listen to such shal- 
low speakers as William Jennings Bryan, and 
still preserve unblemished in metropolitan news- 
paper offices their status as “the bulwark of 
the nation,” and all the rest of the nice things. 
The American farmer does not have to be blind- 
folded and backed into the Chautauqua lectures. 
He goes from choice, and pays real money, to 
sit and listen. Which, considering his reputa- 
tion for sagacity is very, very strange. 


()%. of two things would seem to be true. 
Either the metropolitan press is grossly 
in error in attributing to the American farmer 
qualities of sagacity and sanity, or the lectures 
on the Chautauqua circuit are far from being 
the shallow mouthings which the same metro- 
politan press would have us believe. 







Strongholds of Alcohol 


i seeking a solution of the drink problem, we 

must recognize that the cause of indulgence 
in alcohol is not to be sought in any innate 
wickedness. It is to be sought in low wages, 
sordid homes, in larger families than men can 
afford to support, in lack of playgrounds—play- 
grounds for grown-ups as well as for children— 
in lack of opportunities for decent, respectable 
amusement. Intemperance is not a cause of 
misery, it is a result of it. 


Food for Thought 


CCORDING to the Premier’s statement, 
the War is costing England fifteen million 
dollars a day. To give us an adequate navy, 
adequate superdreadnoughts and adequate sub- 
marines would cost in the neighborhood of one 
hundred million dollars. To put our Coast 
defenses in proper condition, so that they would 
be effective against modern guns, would cost 
another hundred million dollars. Otherwise ex- 
pressed, two weeks of a war which might last 
for years would cost us as much as defenses 
which would make that war impossible. 












SERVIA 4% 
ENERO nen eat 


| BELGIUM 























































































Grow 


THE SUCCESS OF JAMES FERGUSON, M.D. 
By Harry Leon Wilson 


Author of “Ruggles of Red Gap,” “Bunker Bean” and “The Spenders” 


ROM James Ferguson’s diploma 

could be gleaned the information 
that he was lately graduated and be- 
longed to the Homeopathic school. Old 
Dr. Lawson, ten years retired from 
practice, belonged to the Allopathic 
school, and believed it to embody the 
only correct system of therapeutics. 
His daughter Fanny desired to ally 
herself with that portion of the new 
school represented by young Ferguson. 
Her expression of this desire, supple- 
mented by a statement from young 
Ferguson that he expected to have quite 
a large practice in a short time, re- 
vealed that Dr. Lawson was sternly op- 
posed to any such alliance, not only on 
account of Ferguson’s inability to sup- 
port his daughter in the comparative 
opulence to which she had been accus- 
tomed, but because of the notorious in- 
efficiency of Homeopathy and the con- 
sequent imbecility of its disciples. The 
old Doctor being of a positive nature, 
there was nothing to do but to wait un- 
til a remunerative practice should dem- 
onstrate the young man’s individual 
worth, even if it should not free his 
system from odium. 


He was really a competent young 
man, of an earnest, hopeful disposition, 
backed by a not too modest opinion of 
his professional attainments. He had 
a roomy, well furnished office, centrally 
located; but suffering humanity did not 
besiege its portals to the extent that 
‘ could have been desired. 


LMOST his first patient was an 

uncultivated citizen, an angry, 
feverish man, who rushed in and vio- 
lently demanded that he “ look at that,” 
presenting to view, on the back of his 
huge neck, something red and swollen. 
After examining it conscientiously, to 
the pronounced discomfort of the cit- 
izen, Dr. Ferguson said to him, in 
bland, confident tones: “‘ Yes—I see; 
now, you come back here in three days, 
and I can tell then whether it’s a boil 
or a carbuncle.” Divested of its fervid 
expletives, and paraphrased into polite 
language, the citizen’s reply was: 
“My dear sir, the name by which 
science recognizes this eruption is posi- 
tively a matter of supreme indifference 
to me. For reasons that should be 
obvious to you, I am solely concerned 
in its speedy abatement.” As he closed 
the door behind him with unnecessary 
force, young Ferguson reflected that, 
on account of the citizen’s overwrought 





condition, a less theoretical handling of 
the case might have been preferable. 


The incident marked an epoch in his 
career. He determined to be less con- 
servative in future. Some plan had to 
be devised legitimately to apprise the 
community of his presence and fine 
qualifications. As only illegitimate ad- 
vertising is considered legitimate by the 
reputable members of the profession, 
he found here a broad field for original 
thought. Aside from himself, he knew 
of but one person who had entire con- 
fidence in his abilities, and the bright 
eyes, clear complexion and elastic step 
of that person, as well as her watchful 
father, permitted her no recourse to his 
skill. Considering that, for a few years 
at least, his methods would be largely 
empirical, this was, probably, a matter 
not to be regretted. 


HILE in a drug-store one day, 

arranging a little matter of per- 
centage on his prescriptions which the 
druggist should fill, a plainly dressed 
man came in and promptly fell down in 
a fit. Dr. Ferguson took charge of the 
case, concealing his nervous apprehen- 
sion under an exterior of tranquil con- 
fidence. Despite several remedies that 
he hastily administered, the man re- 
covered in a few minutes. One of the 
crowd that had gathered in the store 
said of the Doctor: “ There’s a man 
who knows his business all right.” 
Hearing this, Dr. Ferguson’s mind 
seized upon the nebulae of a unique 
idea. After his patient had recovered, 
he walked out with him. 


“ How often do you have these fits? ” 
he asked. 

“*Bout one er two per week, most 
gen’ally,” said the man. 

“You could pretend to have one, 
couldn’t you, so to deceive most peo- 
ple?” 

When the question had been repeated, 
and the man caught the idea, he said: 
“Yes, I’m in putty good practice; 
guess I cud make ’im go all O. K.” 


A conference followed, the details of 


which need not be recited here. Fre- 
quently after this, as Dr. Ferguson 


passed along the street, his attention - 


was attracted by a man in a drug-store 
who had fallen in a fit. He stepped in 
opportunely and assumed charge of the 
case. During the man’s convulsions he 
maintained a composed, all-knowing 
demeanor, with a far-away look in his 
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eyes, as if his mind were dwelling upon 
a case of real importance. 


S the druggist approached with a 
stimulant he would exclaim: 
“What! Brandy in such a case as 
this! Don’t you see what ails the 
man?” 

He would then order some simple 
remedy that would effect a seemingly 
miraculous cure, thus proving to the by- 
standers that he knew what he was 
about and could not be trifled with. 
Regaining his normal state of mind and 
body, the sufferer would grasp the Doc- 
tor’s hands and, with tears in his eyes, 
would say: 

“Doc, you're the first man to bring 
me out of one o’ them fits under four 
days. How kin I ever repay you?” 

“That is all right, my good man,” 
would be the reply; “if you feel an- 
other coming in, just drop into my office 
—Dr. Ferguson, in the Granite Build- 
ing; or call me by telephone, No. 9000. 
I'll leave one of my cards here (drop- 
ping several on the showcase) so you 
may know where to find me.” 


He would then make his way through 
the crowd with quite unassuming osten- 
tation, while the sufferer earnestly re- 
peated his name and address several 
times and related his unhappy experi- 
ence with less gifted practitioners. 

This incident never occurred but 
once in the same general neighborhood, 


but was dramatically and effectively re- - 


peated at safe distances for six months. 
The fidelity of the situation was never 
questioned, and the result was the 
nucleus of a very fair practice. 


URING this time the Doctor cul- 

tivated a very promising pair of 
side-whiskers, which he had learned to 
regard as an important factor in the 
success of a physician. He wore a 
hurried, overworked look, and regarded 
the people he met with illy-concealed 
anxiety, as if he detected in them the 
seeds of a malady not hopelessly in- 
curable, if taken in time. Hethad also 
learned to write his prescriptions with 
equivocal legibility, so that possible 
embarrassing results could readily be 
traced to gross carelessness on the part 
of the druggist. 


Still, though profitable renown was 
almost within his reach, Miss Lawson 
was not; that is, except during uncer- 
tain moments of disappointing brevity, 





















when she heard of his moderate success 


and incited him to further effort. Old 
Doctor Lawson manifested great in- 
credulity at hearing that Ferguson 
was even moderately successful. He 
treated all such reports with heavy de- 
rision, so long as he could hold his tem- 
per. Beyond that he stormed and ac- 
cused the Board of Health of culpable 
negligence in allowing physicians of 
that school—* young nincompoops,” he 
called them—to play with the public’s 
health. 


Meantime Dr. Ferguson had germin- 
ated another ingenious idea, the merit 
of which was being demonstrated. One 
day Dr. Lawson discovered that the 
sanctity of his home had been heinously 
transgressed. He came across a neat 
little morocco case, containing a num- 
ber of small vials full of pellets. Stress 
brought to bear upon his daughter re- 
vealed that she had procured the case 
from Dr. Ferguson and was wont to 
prescribe from it for herself and her 
mother. 


The immediate result of this confes- 
sion was a spluttering demonstration of 
the Doctor’s inability to express the 
motions of rage, contempt and abhor- 
rence simultaneously. After it attained 
a fair degree of coherence, it ran some- 
what as follows: 


‘ mean to say that that in- 
fernal young heretic has been 
forcing his confounded bread-and-wa- 
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ter medicines onto this family, and 
_feeding ‘em to you, and undermining 
your constitutions with ‘em? He’s a 
quack—all quacks, the whole kit of ’em. 


- Headache, eh? Don’t believe you ever 


had a headache in your life. What 
does he give you for it? One of those 
things an hour, eh! Good Lord! One 
of ’em; ain’t bigger’n fleas’ eyes—no 
taste to ’em either! Don’t ever let me 
hear of your touching such wishy-washy 
stuff again. The whole miser’ble little 
box full wouldn’t make one good honest 
dose of medicine. One an hour! Do you 
see that bottle full? Well, there— 
that'll show you whether there’s any- 
thing to ‘em or not;” and in his ex- 
cessive scorn the old Doctor poured a 
vial full of the innocent-looking pellets 
into his mouth and swallowed them 
with feigned relish. “ Now, when you 
get a headache again you come to me; 
I’ll give you something you can taste. 
I’m going after this man; I'll let him 
know he can’t come here and fool with 
my family in any way like that.” 

In his daughter’s eyes there shone 
what novelists speak of as “a gleam of 
triumph.” 

Entering the waiting room of Dr. 
Ferguson, the old Doctor was painfully 
shocked to find it full of misguided peo- 
ple sitting in attitudes of expectancy, 
awaiting their turn for treatment. A 
few conversed in low, earnest tones 
concerning the remarkable cures this 
young Doctor was bringing about. 
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A LITTLE DISPUTE 









Suddenly the office-boy jerked a por- 
tiére aside, with a dramatic rattle of 
the rings along the rod, disclosing 
James Ferguson, M.D., framed in the 
doorway, breathing calm defiance to 
Disease. It+was an effective tableau. 
For a second he remained immovable, 
then pointed his forefinger at one of 
the waiting sufferers who entered the 
consultation room with hopeful alac- 
rity; the portiére was arranged for an- 
other tableau. Twice Dr. Ferguson ap- 
peared, and each time Dr. Lawson 
started forward, but was’ outstripped 
by the designated patient, and ignored 
by his intended.prey. The third time 
he succeeded in attracting the attention 
of Dr. Ferguson, who seemed not at all 
surprised, but said, in a weary, matter- 
of-course tone: You'll have to wait 
your turn, Doctor; these people are 
ahead of you, you know; we are a little 
quiet here this afternoon; you won't 
have to wait over an hour.” 


HE old Doctor sank back in his 
chair and breathed in a manner 
indicating asthma or suppressed emo- 
tion. A well-meaning man on his right, 
with one eye bandaged, politely in- 
quired how long he had been suffering. 
He received no reply and, having an 
intuitive mind, he did not repeat his 
question. 
A patient was called in about every 


ten minutes, and the hour passed 
(Continued on page 21) 





Eacu One or THe Cousins: I want some of your territory, Cousin. 
Aren’t we having a jolly little time fighting it out? 
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Midsummer As one who occasionally writes “ high- 
Reading 

speak of “ best-sellers,” on the principle 
that I do not belong in that category. But I glory in them. 
Every time I hear of Robert W. Chambers, Rupert Hughes, 
George Barr McCutcheon, Gouverneur Morris, Jack Lon- 
don or Richard Harding Davis selling their hundreds of 
thousands, whizzing about in motor-cars or rocking to 
the voluptuous rhythms of the waters on palatial yachts, I 
don’t become envious—that is, not with the baser pangs of 
envy—but feel like chucking my cap in the air and crying, 
Hurrah for modern writers—or typewriters! Old Grub 
Street has vanished and the glittering avenue of success is 
now the permanent address of the victorious penmen. 
Why, only the other day I read of'a publisher, standing in 
the street, being forced to dodge back to the sidewalk or 
else be run over by an automobile. But in that machine 
sat a haughty novelist whose royalties paid for his private 
motor. It was his publisher who was meekly waiting for a 
street car. How are the roles reversed! How are the 
mighty fallen! What a glorious little book, a golden book, 
could be written nowadays and entitled, “The Gentle Art 
of Splashing Your Publisher,” by the author of “ Starvede 
to Death in a Garret; or, The Poor Poll Poet.” 


Merely these few introductory words to a rapid consider- 
ation of various midsummer books. Some one has wisely 
said that the best time for study is during the dog days. 
But the dear old general public, which always foots the bill, 
thinks otherwise; at any rate, fiction goes better in spring 
and summer than during the cooler months. Nevertheless, 
the new thriller of Rupert Hughes, “Empty Pockets” 
(Harper’s), would be as acceptable on a winter night as in 
July. Mr. Hughes is a deft mixer of the elements of sus- 
pense and sentiment; also sensation; anything more sensa- 
tional than his description of the duel between rushing 
motor-cars I do not know. His pages devoted to the East 
Side Jewish and Italian life are veracious. Mr. Hughes 
has this section of New York at his fingertips. Truly an 
exciting book is “‘ Empty Pockets.” Fiction always humbly 
follows in the trail of truth. I picked up years ago at a 
cheap book stall in London a book called “ Hartmann, the 
Anarchist; or, The Doom of the Great City,” by E. Doug- 
lass Fawcett, with the London publisher’s imprint, Edward 
Arnold, and the date 1898, or five years before the publica- 
tion of “ The War of the Worlds,” by H. G. Wells (1898). 
The Martian fantasy of Mr. Wells is more original reading, 
yet it can’t be denied that the Fawcett yarn came first, 
though the enemy who drops explosives upon London from 
a flying machine is an anarchist that resembles Captain 
Nemo of Jules Verne’s “ Twenty Thousand Leagues Under 


brow ” books, I feel that I am qualified to’ 
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in his hatred of the British nation. I am re- 
minded of both “ Hartmann the Anarchist” and “ The War 
of the Worlds” by the extraordinary ingenuity of ‘ The 
Man Who Rocked the Earth,” the work of Arthur Train 
and Professor Robert Williams Wood (Doubleday, Page & 
Co.). Of all the fantastic scientific tales I’ve ever read, 
this goes furthest. Mr. Wells has more detail in invention 
but the central idea of Mr. Train’s book is quite as original 
as any of the English writer’s. It is almost artless, yet 
very engrdssing. The best novel based on scientific re- 
search is by J. H. Rosny, Sr. “ The End of the World ”’ is 
its title. I wonder whether it has been translated from the 
French, and if not, why not? 


the Sea” 


Grave and Naturally the big novel of the season is 
Gay Joseph Conrad’s “ Victory,” and of it 1 

have written here some weeks ago, but 
treading on its heels is an English translation of Michael 
Artzibashef’s (or Artzibaschev) “The Millionaire” (B. 
W. Huebsch). This publisher has had the courage to print 
“Sanine”’ and announces in preparation “Tales of the 
Revolution” and “ Breaking Point.” These-I’ve read in 
both French and German and I firmly believe no more ter- 
rible and depressing fiction has ever been penned than the 
latter—“ 4 la derniere limite,” it is called in French. It is 
really the limit, this story of a dreary Russian town in the 
Steppe and its catalogue of suicide, duels, drunkenness, se- 
ductions, rapine and general misery. Peace, too, hath her 
defeats. But what a sense of life is in these books. How- 
ever, I must not anticipate the English translation. ‘ The 
Millionaire” is very strong and contains at least one 
startling episode. Artzibashef seems to revel in descrip- 
tions of hideous violence, those in which women are usually 
the sufferers. If he truthfully depicts life in the smaller 
cities of his native country then, anti-prohibitionist as I am, 
I think the banishment of vodka from Russia was only a 
measure of natural salvation. However, I don’t believe 
Russia is as dark as she is painted by such pessimists as 
Dostoiewsky, Gorky and Artzibashef—that is by a semi- 
mad epileptic and by two morbid consumptives. The sun 
shines even in Siberia, as may be noted in Dostoiewsky’s 
“The House of the Dead,” a new English translation of 
which, by Constance Garnett, has just appeared (Mac- 
millan). All the confessional type of literature that has 
been written since pales by comparison with this epic of 
prisons. I forgot to say that the Artzibashef volume— 
“The Millionaire ”’—contains two other tales; one, “‘ Ivan 
Lande,” might have come from the pen of Tolstoy, though 
in reality it is a destructive criticism of Tolstoy’s baleful 

(Continued on page 22.) 
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THE FUNERAL TORCH OF KINGS 
By Richard L. Gallienne 


What though the world’s blood redden all the seas 
And earth’s green hills be trampled into mire, 
Here at the cross-roads of the centuries, 
With hand of beckoning fire, 
Still shall this light shine on, 
Till all the terror of the night be gone. 
Liberty! born in Greece, in England nursed, 
In France a mother grown, 
At whose wild breasts America did first 
Drink freedom for her own; 
Now to the lands that reared her far she flings 
The light that once was theirs, 


The light that is the funeral torch of kings, 
Now and forever hers. 
The reeling nations, drunk with fife and drum, 
Black with the blood and dust of idiot fray, 
Beneath the finger of this light shall come 
And find a fairer day. 
Here shall the bleeding earth take sanctuary, 
And all its wounds in a new wonder heal; 
Beneath this holy light of Liberty, 
Beneath this torch of God, the world shall kneel, 
And, with a broken and a contrite heart, 
A peace majestic as the stars shall seal. 
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Painted by RAYMOND C. 
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In the Modern Flat 


Prospective Tenant (dubiously): 
Well, I’d take the place. It has mod- 
ern improvements, and so forth, as you 
say; but I don’t like that ugly crack in 
the wall over there. 

Janitor (hastily): Crack,.sir? Why, 
that’s the private hall! 


Principles 

“ What on earth are you doing? ” de- 
manded the indignant dining-car con- 
ductor of the novice waiter; “ serving 
soup on a straight track? Why don’t 
you wait till we strike a curve? You 
don’t know the first principles of rail- 
roading.’ 


Wouldn’t Do 
Mrs. Day: I thought you had made 
your plans to send your Harry to Yale? 
Mrs. Weeks: I had, but it wouldn’t do; 


you don’t know what a fright he is in 
blue. 


Likely to Get Out 


Strawser: Why do you think you will 
have any trouble in keeping the engage- 
ment secret? 
Sincerity: I had to tell the girl, 


didn’t I? 


——————— 
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Bugs and Bacchus 
(“Insects are fond of whiskey.”—Solemn 
words of an English Scientist.) 
Oh, hapless victims of the jug! 
Behold the tipsy Tumble Bug; 
Behold the zigzag Dragon Fly, 
The Cricket reeling through the rye. 
The Jersey Lightning Bug we find 
Always with headlight on behind; 
The Beetle wheels his drunken flight 
(“ Droning,” says Gray. Was Thomas 
right?) ; 
The Yellow Jacket, village wag, 
At German picnic gets a jag; 


The Doodle Bug likewise offends; 

A constant scandal to his friends; 
The dipsomaniacal Gnat 

But seldom knows where he is at; 

The June Bug’s always on a tear— 
(As sober June Bug, what so rare?) ; 
And Lady Bugs?—Now heaven forbid! 
And yet we know that Katydid. 


In contrast to this tipsy crew 

It gives me great delight to view 
The highly moral Water Bug, 

Who always shuns the whiskey jug. 
Far from the crowd’s ignoble strife, 
He leads a quiet, temperate life. 

Of all thai’s virtuous the type, 

He stays at home and hits the pipe. 





The Increase 

“One year ago,” bragged the promi- 
nent citizen of Rantedodlar, Oklahoma, 
“the population of this town was less 
than five hundred; to-day it is fully 
twice that number! ” 

“Yes,” replied the prominent citizen 
of the rival hamlet of Rocket City, “I 
heard you'd annexed the cemetery.” 


Practice Makes Perfect 
Hosson: I never in all my life saw a 
man who could so readily guess riddles 
and conundrums as that Henry Peck. 
Dosson: No wonder! Just think of 
the practice he has. “His wife keeps 
him guessing all the time. 


Her Quick Wit 
He: Do you object to my lighting this 
cigar? 


Sue: No; but must you go so soon? 


¢ 

“It is probably political suicide to tell 
you the truth from the inside, but if polit- 
ical death is the price of doing your duty 
I am willing to pay the price.”—The Hon. 
Hobson. 

It is one of the truths of natural sci- 
ence that that which is already dead is 
incapable of killing itself. 
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Guox. Suggests These Sobriety Tests for Georgia Law Makers 


Hereafter if any member of the General Assembly of Georgia becomes intoxicated he will not be allowed to enter the legislative 
halls. A standing rule was adopted to-day which provides that no member shall be admitted in an intoxicated condition, and the. 
doorkeepers are charged with rigid enforcement of the rule. As Statewide prohibition is the law of Georgia, some members wanted 
to know how a legislator could get drunk.—Eztract from a telegram from Atlanta. 
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FOR PRESIDENT, ELIHU ROOT 
Suave or Boss Tween: He’s good enough for me! 


A Scrap of Paper 


“ I am a four-page sheet from a Sun- 
day newspaper. Yesterday morning, 
with all my companions, I was deliv- 
ered to this house, and in a short while, 
we were scattered helter skelter about 
the floor. I am supposed to be read, 
but nobody read*a line of me, I vow. I 
was neglected utterly until a scolding 
woman picked me up and shoved me 
into a waste basket, where I still am. 
Hello! I am being removed. 


II. 
“ Well, of all things! I don’t mind 


escaping from such unpleasant confine- 
ment, but the method, the method! I 
am being wrapped around some pieces 
of bread and butter. There is a beg- 
gar at the door, it seems, and I and the 
bread and butter are going out to him. 


ITI. 


“The beggar—thank fortune !—has 
thrown me in the street. His hands 


were not at all clean and while the 
street is rather dirty, still the change 





is most welcome. A pleasant breeze is 
blowing and I am going along in what 
I understand is called the gutter. The 
motion is most exhilarating. But what’s 
this? I am being stopped. A rude 
busybody has just jammed me type- 
first into a horrid bag already stuffed 
to suffocation with remnants of Sun- 
day newspapers. I’ll watch my chance 
and 





IV. 


“Hurray! Just as a fellow was 
dumping the bag into a cart, I wrig- 
gled free and with about six or eight 
other bits of newspaper flew up in the 
air and out of his reach. He swore 
and grabbed at us, but we laughed and 
flapped in his face. Am now having a 
glorious romp in the wind. I blew in 
the face of an old gentleman who was 
riding by in an auto and he made a 
swipe at me and missed me. I swooped 
down, gathered up a lot of dust from 
the street, jumped into a passing baby- 
carriage. Then I sat down to rest in 
a front court-yard and got chummy 
with a lot of papers already there. 
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That was fine till a woman with a 
broom gathered us up in her great red 
hands—the vulgar thing—and shoved 
us into a barrel and put ashes on top 
of us. 


V. 


“‘ Just learned she had no right te 
shove us in an ash-barrel. The ash cart 
came presently and the man, when he 
saw us, swore horribly and threw us 
back into the court-yard. We held a 
jollification meeting at our escape, and 
I and another paper, a comic supple- 
ment, jumped the fence into the street 
again. Alas, our freedom is not for 
long. I see a strange creature in a 
white suit bearing down upon us and 
he has put us both, none too gently, 
into a sort of can on wheels. 


VI. 


“T am in a cart again, a cart cov- 
ered with canvas, and I can’t get out, 
try as I may. An old veteran paper, 
so old that he is yellow, says we are on 
the way to the dump. He has been 
there several times, and if it is windy 
when we arrive, he says we will escape. 
Ah, but I fear the worst. I am very 
despondent. It is a long way to the 
dump, it seems.+ It is outside of the 
city. The Comic Supplement, nestled 
alongside of me, bids me cheer up, but 
I cannot. On one of my four pages 
there are two columns of death notices. 
Perhaps that has something to do with 
it. I do not know. 


VII. 


“O, glorious! I am free. Just as 
I was deepest in despondency, we 
reached the dump and I was released. 
Such a desolate spot, but afar off I 
could see the spires of the great city, 
and I and my spirits rose together. 
Just now the Comic Supplement, the 
old Veteran Paper and I are traveling 
together. The old vet knows the way 
back and the wind is helping us. We 
are making grand progress. The Old 
Vet says we'll get back to town just 
about the time they finish sweeping the 
streets. Glorious! What a romp we 
shall have! If I get a chance, I’ll swat 
another baby in the face.” 


An Event 


Sue: You should have been at church 
Sunday. The minister preached such 
an interesting sermon. 


He: Indeed? 
Sue: Yes; you know it was his debut 
as a heretic. 


In Kansas 


“ That was a powerful interestin’ de- , 


bate at the littery society, last night.” 
“What was it about?” 
“Whether the microbe is more in- 
jurious than the cyclone.” 











Will Osborne Stay? 


ET it be recorded to the honor of 
Martin H. Glynn that he was 
the first Governor of New York to have 
the courage to deliver the State’s great 
penal institution into the hands of a 
man broad enough in his sympathies to 
undertake the regeneration of crimi- 
nals through an intelligent understand- 
ing of their deficiencies. 


It appears under the Whitman re- 
gime that Thomas Mott Osborne, war- 
den of Sing Sing, is having none too 
easy a job of it. The strong-arm thug- 
gery on the part of keepers that ran 
riot previous to his advent is no longer 
permitted. Warden Osborne enter- 
tains the preposterous notion that the 
unfortunates in his keeping are only 
human after all, and he treats them as 
such! 


No wonder “ Bill” Ward, Barnes’ 
lieutenant in Westchester, is casting 
jealous eyes on Osborne’s job. Patron- 
age isn’t any too fat in the Republican 
camp these days, and there’s many a 
worthy ward-heeler in “ Westchester 
Bill’s”” bailiwick who would welcome 
a chance to restore the good old days 
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at Sing Sing, when a prisoner could be 
slugged into insensibility and thrown 
into “ solitary ” with impunity. 

So far, the bosses have had pretty 
much their own way at the erstwhile 
People’s House at Albany. It needs 
only the removal of Osborne to com- 
plete the refulgence which Mr. Whit- 
man’s administration has shed about 
the term of his predecessor. 


¢ 


A certain Mr. Whitman, of New 
York, secured the death sentence of a 
fellow human and was elected by the 
people of the State to be their Gover- 
nor. 


A certain Mr. Slaton, of Georgia, 
commuted the death sentence of a fel- 
low human and was requested by the 
people of the State to betake himself 
into exile. 

From which we deduce that the mil- 
lennium is still several jumps ahead of 
modern “civilization,” and going 


strong. 
¢ 


In Europe a man is known by the 
ruffles his ancestor wore. 








THE PHILOSOPHER AT HOME 


“Corrupt and Contented” 


ENNSYLVANIA has long been 
the political puzzle of the New 
World. For generations, the second 
richest State in the Union has been 
plundered by the most unspeakably 
corrupt political gang in American his- 
tory, and every effort to shake herself 
free has met defeat at the hands of a 
citizenry that refused to be aroused. 


A partial solution of the matter has 
just come to light. A professor of the 
University of Pennsylvania whose 
teachings ran counter to the code of 
ethics practiced by the State’s political 
ring has been relieved of his chair in 
the Wharton School of Finance. 


How many other educational insti- 
tutions in the Keystone State are throt- 
tled through the easy device of an ap- 
propriation from a corrupt Legisla- 
ture? How many thousands of young 
citizens of Pennsylvania go forth each 
year with truths half told and an abid- 
ing belief in the probity of the Hon. 
Boise Penrose? 

Evidently our Republican neighbors 
believe in catching the voter while he 
is yet young. 


Mrs. Woutiasy: De agent says if we ain’t got de rent nex’ Monday we’s got to git out. 


Sam Wutiasy: Nex’ Monday? Den we doan’ need ter worry fo’ de nex’ fo’ days! 
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AS IT 18 IN GREAT BRITAIN 


OF PRIVATE CLUBS 
CAN DRINK 








—From an Editorial by Arthur Brisbane in the New York Evening Journal. - 





The Blow That Landed 


Mrs. Scaps (five seasons) vs. Mrs. 
Gort ots (nine seasons). Three-round 
bout in popular cafe. 


Mrs. Scads enters, looking fresh and 
well under weight. She is accompanied 
by three seconds. 


Mrs. Gotlots follows. She looks a 
bit over-trained. She has two seconds 
and a Dalmatian. 

They take corner tables. Odds of 
8 to 2 are offered on Mrs. Scads. Their 
eyes meet. 

Round 1—Mrs. Scads spars for po- 
sition. She supports chin on right 
hand, showing seven diamonds. Mrs. 
Gotlots rests in easy position, with left 
hand toward chandelier, showing twelve 
diamonds. Mrs. Gotlots exposes left 
thumb, with large diamond. Round 
ends without advantage. 


Round 2—Mrs. Gotlots opens with 
a rush, with sunburst flashing. Mrs. 
Scads swings out black pearl necklace, 
at same time bringing left hand, with 
eighteen jewels, into view. Mrs. Got- 
lots comes back with gold fan, set with 
twenty-eight gems, carelessly on edge 
of table. Mrs. Scads spars for time. 
Round slightly in Mrs. Gotlots’ favor. 


Round 8—Mrs. Scads shows solid 
gold shoe-buckles with twelve jewels. 
Mrs. Gotlots caresses Dalmatian, bring- 
ing jeweled collar in sight. Salvation 
Army lassie enters. Mrs. Scads opens 
purse and gives girl a quarter. Mrs. 
Gotlots faints, and is carried out. 
Some talk of a foul, but bets are de- 
clared good. 





Success 


Success! O word so ill-defined! 

O word that means the same to few! 
A myriad meanings all combined 

Are rolled in you. 


Is it success to have great wealth 

And all the pleasures it will bring? 
Or is it poverty and health, 

As many sing? 


Is it success to win estates, 
Vast areas of mines and land, 

To have the pow’r to mock and fates; 
Supremely grand; 


To have a house with all the things 
That luxury and taste desire; 


, Treasures to which the richest kings 


May well aspire; 


A beautiful and noble wife, 
To have, to hold and to caress— 
Is this—are these the things of life 
That make Success? 


Has he the great, the true success 
If Love and Fame and Wealth are 
his— 
Is this the way to Happiness? 





You bet it is. 
* 


One Way Out 


Mrs. Bowers: I do wish you would go 
to church with me occasionally. How 
are people to know that I am married, 
if they never see you with me? 

Mr. Bowers: Easy! Take the children 
with you. 
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Prohibition Again 

The prohibition agitation in this 
country is becoming more intense. Pro- 
hibition agitation is always in evidence 
in those countries that heavily restrict 
the sale of liquors, in those countries 
that have saloons and dives instead of 
open-air resorts. 


If we are going to have more real 


* temperance, we should have less strict 


laws; if we really want to encourage 
moderation in the use of alcohol, we 
should copy those countries that have 
been most successful in combining a 
moderate indulgence in alcohol with 
civic and moral decency. 


France and Germany with their 
cheery open-air beer and wine gardens 
have no “ liquor problem.” 


About So 


“ Great rackets this here art bizness 
is!” exclaimed the maid, in an angry 
voice. ‘‘ Missus hez got a Wenus in 
ther parlor ‘th both arms broke off 
above th’ elbers, an’ then she comes out 
an’ docks me a dollar fer chippin’ jes 
one han’le offen this slazy, little old 
tea-cup.” 


£ 


People do not like to have their com- 
munity represented by a_ scoundrel. 
Citizens do not knowingly allow pub- 
lic opinion in their State to be influ- 
enced by a reprobate. That is why the 
people of Georgia—roused—are about 
to silence Tom Watson once and for all. 
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OLD SHOES FOR LUCK 
Tue Tumsie Buc: Why, what’s the trouble 


here? Been a wreck? 


Tue Porato Buc: Oh, no; hadn’t you 
heard? Miss Centipede was married last 
night. 


No Hope! 

The telephone on Jimson’s desk tin- 
kled. They always tinkle at the open- 
ing of stories like this. 

As Jimson listened to the message 
that came over the wire, a look of 
blank incredulity overspread his fea- 
tures. 

“ Heavens,” he cried, “it isn’t pos- 
sible.” 

Assurance evidently came through 
the instrument that something was 
possible. 

“ But, man, you're crazy; such a 
thing hasn’t been done for years!” 

Let’s hold the receiver to our own 
ear for an instant. 

“T tell you I have it right here on 
my desk. I’ve sent down to police 
headquarters for a man to guard it un- 
til I can get a safe deposit box.” 

Jimson mused for a space_of two or 
three minutes. Then: 

“You are sure it has the regulation 
covers, is printed from type on white 
paper, with half-tone illustrations? ” 

“ Positive! ’’ came the reply. 

Jimson finally hung up the receiver 
and turned to his visitor. 

“Strange,” he muttered. “That 
poor nut thinks he has found a copy of 
an illustrated paper without a picture 
of Mr. and Mrs. Vernon Castle.” 


Why He Felt Relieved 


“My first child,” said the professor 
of mathematics, “was a boy. Then 
there were twins, and then triplets. 
That relieved my mind.” 

“Tt did?” 

“Yes. I was afraid it might be a 
case of geometrical progression.” 


Gro 
Thirsty Georgia 

Among the measures taken in At- 

lanta to curb mob violence following 

the commutation of Frank’s death sen- 


tence, we read: 


“The police ordered the closing of two hun- 
dred saloons and nearly a score of clubs where 
liquor was sold.” : 


Sure, Georgia is one of the States 
that always “points with pride” to 
her name in the Dry Column. In fact, 
her clarion-voiced orators declaim over 
it on any and all occasions. 


Still, those two hundred saloons—oh, 
pshaw! What’s the use? 


Modesty 


The first time they met, she was 
breezily free with him, because, as she 
afterwards explained, she never ex- 
pected to see him again. He kissed her 
at parting, and she was not offended. 


But when they had become friends, 
do you imagine she would suffer him to 
kiss her? Not she. 


And when they have fallen in love 
with each other, and are engaged to be 
married, she is afraid to meet him, ex- 
cept in the presence of a third person, 
lest she be compromised. For she is a 
modest girl. 


For all we know, the gaudy butterfly 
may have’moments in which it regrets 
the fine times it had as a caterpillar. 





Wels 





front of the Royal Seraglio. 


A CAPITAL OFFENSE 


Dusty At Ruopi: And why are they arresting Weary Al Ragged? 
Rusu Ben Growut: For singing “ Only One Girl in the World for Me” in 


Topics of the Suburbs 


“Who says a man living in the 
suburbs can’t keep up with the news?” 
said the commuter; “ why, there isn’t 
anything but news out here, and I know 
it all! 

“ The 2.10 train is running on a new 
schedule,” he rattled off; “they're 
painting the ferryboats; a fresh brake- 
man’s been hired for the 8.05; com- 
mutation tickets will be blue next month 
instead of red; and the station agent’s 
wife has twins. 

“You see,” he added, with some im- 
portance, “a man can reside out of 
town and still keep posted on the topics 
of the day.” 


The Shell Game 


Mrs. GreeNe: Here’s a most interest- 
ing article, Ezra, entitled ‘““ The Money 
Question in a Nutshell.” 
Ezra Greene: I know all ‘bout it, 
Hannah; th’ pea hain’t there et: all, 
when ye pick the shell up, darn ’em! 
Curiosity 
Mama: How shall I have the baby’s 
picture taken? 
Papa: I wonder if you could have it 
taken while he’s asleep? I’d like to see 
how he looks that way. 
« 
“Man wants but little here below” 
—some people, indeed, are even satis- 
fied with themselves. 
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DIVINE RIGHT, THE SYMBOL OF ROYALTY 














Pals In Innocence 


“It gets my goat,” said the member 
of the Stock Exchange, “ when people 
blame me for the evils that creep into 
Wall Street. I know, of course, that 
certain things are done in Wall Street 
sometimes that are not quite—er—well, 
that are not quite on the level. I know 
that the same as everybody knows it, 
but it’s not my fault. J can’t help it. 
I’m there in the Street just to serve 
people who want to buy or sell stocks.” 

“That’s just the way I feel about 
my business, friend,” interrupted a 
very small, sharp voice. “I’m made a 
synonym for all that is crooked, too, 
and yet I swear it isn’t my fault.” 


The Wall Street broker looked up, 
down and all around without seeing to 
whom the small, sharp voice belonged. 


“TI don’t know where you are,” he 
finally said, “ but your line of talk is 
mighty sensible. It’s refreshing these 
days to hear such talk. Now, as I was 
saying, stock exchange members get 
blamed for a lot of things—bad things, 
perhaps—which aren’t up to them at 
all. They simply execute orders, and 
if the people who give the orders are 
big people whose purpose, is to flim- 
flam the public, why, that’s not the bro- 
ker’s affair. He is simply a middleman 
in the transaction.” 

“Precisely,” spoke up the small, 





sharp voice again. “ Precisely. That's 
just what J am, too, old top: the mid- 
dle man in my transaction, and yet you 
have no idea how people scorn me and 
look down on me as though I were 
something unspeakably bad.” 


Again the stock exchange member 
looked around for the owner of the 
small, sharp voice and again he looked 
in vain. Yet anyone could see that he 
was not displeased. 


“Whoever and wherever you are,” 
he continued, “‘ you are a sensible man, 
and not one of these narrow-minded 
muckrakers or crazy Populists. Now, 
continuing where I left off, there is a 
fact which a lot of people persist in 
overlooking. It is this. Whatever bad 
name Wall Street may get, and—yes— 
deserve at times, is due to men who 
operate there, but who are not members 
of the Stock Exchange. The men who 
give Wall Street a black eye with the 
public are not us brokers, but the big 
fellows who rig the market for their 
own profit. They use us in their oper- 
ations, of course, but we brokers can’t 
tell in advance when we're part of a 
job.’ Everything looks legitimate, and 
we can’t tell a big customer that he’s a 
crook.” 

“My case exactly,” chirped the 
small, sharp voice. “I’m used the 
same way. Big crooks use me for their 
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own profit, and yet I can’t tell in ad- 
vance that I’m taking part in a crime. 
As a matter of fact, when it comes 
right down to it, I couldn’t prove that 
I was. And yet nobody ever thinks of 
giving me the benefit of any doubt.” 


The stock exchange member laughed 
bitterly. 


“Nor me, either, Friend, wherever 
you are,” said he; “ nor me either. I’m 
just jumped on right and left. I dare- 
say that during my career in the Street 
I have at one time or another been an 
innocent party to transactions which 
were not entirely straight, but the 
transactions were not of my making, I 
assure you. I was not to blame. I’ma 
tool in the hands of others.” 


The small, sharp voice here let out a 
small, sharp chuckle. 

“That's me to a dot,’ cried its 
owner; “a tool in the hands of others. 
We’re pals, old chap, pals. Here am 
I as sound a piece of hardware as ever 
was forged; nobody can say a word 
against my temper or my strength; yet 
there isn’t a common old saw or chisel 
or jack-plane that doesn’t look down 
on me. Why, even a carpet tack won’t 
have anything to do with me.” 


Something gleaming in the sun about 
his shoe-tops here caught the Wall 
Street man’s attention. 


“So there you are, are you,” said the 
Wall Street man. “And now that I 
see you, who are you?” 

“T’m a burglar’s jimmy, old pal,” 
said the small, sharp voice, with an- 
other small, sharp chuckle. ‘“ Shake!” 


¢ 
The Modern Way 


Mrs. Henry Peck: Men have degen- 
erated sadly since the days of chivalry. 
Sir Walter Raleigh spread his cloak on 
the ground for the queen to walk on; 
women do not walk on men’s cloaks in 
these modern days. 


Mr. Henry Peck: No; they walk on 
men’s necks now. 


Prognostication 
Littte Mrs. Justwep: And, do you 
know, my husband never even thinks of 
so much as going for a scuttle of coal 
without first kissing me! 
Orv Mrs. Hornseak: In about two 
years, my dear, you may consider your- 
self lucky if he gets the coal. 


Not Like Humans 


Misoeynus: I don’t see why you want. 
to waste so much kindness on a dog. 
He can not thank you for it. 
PuitantHro: No; and he can’t turn 
around and tell me I never did a thing 
for him, either. 








slow 
afte 
lest 

sulté 


of j 
was 
coul 
time 
unde 
culia 
The 
this 
ter, 
his 
repu 
had 
ing 
ness 
face. 
the 
enga 
Just 
appe 
chai 
stom 


tient 
any 
one 
then 
of D 
perc 


and | 
bed, 
tend 
son. 
from 
“ We 
upon 
much 
light 
son ° 
awok 
cours 
lace- 
ing d 
Hi 
schoc 
and, 
that 
pathi 


‘i ] 
pensé 
patie 
whisk 
these 
will | 
being 
will 

Phys 
ren ¥ 











The Success of James Ferguson 
(Continued from page 9) 
slowly. Several people dropped in 
after Dr. Lawson and seemed anxious 
lest they were too late to secure con- 

sultation. 


Dr. Lawson’s wonder at this throng 
of patients tempered his wrath. He 
was obliged to respect the ability that 
could acquire a practice in so sliort a 
time, though convinced that the system 
under which it was handled was a pe- 
culiarly atrocious form of homicide. 
The thought came to his mind that if 
this young man should marry his daugh- 
ter, he could, perhaps, reform him from 
his pernicious teachings and make a 
reputable physician of him. He clearly 
had executive ability. While calculat- 
ing these possibilities, a deathly sick- 
ness came upon him; the blood left his 
face, he breathed with difficulty, and 
the furniture and people in the room 
engaged in a mad war-dance about him. 
Just as Dr. Ferguson made his fourth 
appearance, the old man fell from his 
chair, with an indistinct reference to a 
stomach pump. 


Dr. Ferguson, addressing his pa- 
tients, said: “ I shan’t need you people 
any more to-day; drop in to-morrow, 
one by one, at the usual hours.” He 
then set about relieving the sufferings 
of Dr. Lawson, the nature of which he 
perceived with singular aptness. 


At six o’clock the old Doctor, pale 
and limp, was driven home and put to 
bed, very much exhausted. He was at- 
tended by his daughter and Dr. Fergu- 
son. During the evening he awakened 
from a doze to hear his daughter say: 
“Well, yes—September, if you insist 
upon it; but October would be ever so 
much better.” She was just outside the 
light of a shaded lamp, and Dr. Fergu- 
son was near her. A second time he 
awoke and heard: “ Yes, white, of 
course—Crepe de Chine and duchesse 
lace—and some of the loveliest travel- 
ing dresses.” ° 


His daughter had joined the new 
school. He was too weak to protest 
and, besides, he was ready to concede 
that Homoepathic medicine in Allo- 
pathic doses could be made effective. 


HE time is not far distant when 

Dr. Ferguson will be able to dis- 
pense with a regularly employed set of 
patients. He will have a pair of side 
whiskers of luxurious symmetry; and 
these, in connection with his deep voice, 
will cause people to speak of him as 
being “magnetic.” After awhile he 
will be widely known as an Eminent 
Physician. None of his watchful breth- 


ren will ever accuse him of advertising. 














Here is Man’s Coolest Suit 
July, August and September 


These suits are duilé part upon 
part, seam fitted to seam, anticipa- 
ting and providing for each curve 
and movement of the body. You 
will find them better than can be 
bought elsewhere for as low a price. 


The material is the triumphal 
combination of cotton and worsted 


y which has been the envy of makers 


who have tried to imitate it. It 
has a’ dressy appearance and 
washes like a handkerchief, 


Eureka Cool Cloth 





end Teouss 9.90 


Two Other Excellent Washables 
Finest Palm Beach Cloth Coat and Trousers 





Sack Coat Style, 7.50; 


Norfolk, 7.95 


Shantung Silk Coat and Trousers 





Sack Coat Style, 9.503 Norfolk, 10.25 
Clearance of Fine Straw Hats Now in Progress 


Mail and Telephone Orders for these articles will 
be promptly and carefully filled. 


ABRAHAM »» STRAUS 





BROOKLYN 
NEW YORK 
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Do Business by Mail 
Start with accurate lists of names we 
furnish—build solidly. Choose from the 
a or any others desired. 
Mfrs, Wealthy Men 
Box Mfrs. Ice Mfrs. 
Shoe Retailers Doctors 
Axle Grease Mfrs. 
Railroad 


statistics on £000 a pros- 
pective customers for the asking. 
Ross-Gould,458 Mi. Oth Street, St. Louis. 


Ross-Gould 
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WANTED — AN IDEA! 


wes can think of some simp’: thing to patent? 

our ideas, the: y, mag be bring you wealth. Write 
for “* Nee Inventions, How to Get Your Patent 
and Your Money.”’ Ranpourn & Co., Patent Attorneys, 
Dept. 165, Washington, D. C. 















































PRINTS from PUCK 


An interesting and handsome 
catalogue of the most notable 
prints that have appeared in 
America’s Cleverest W eekly, 
sent to any address on receipt 
of 10 cents in stamps. 
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301 Lafayette Street, New York City 
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The Seven Arts 
(Continued from page 10) 
doctrine of non-resistance; the other, 
“Nina,” is transplanted from the 
“Tales of the Revolution ”—in which 
it is called ‘ Grauen ”—but is a fitting 
close to an impressive book. The re- 
volting cruelty of Russian officials is its 

theme. You simply shudder. 


With relief I read the limpid pages 
of “ The Idyl of Twin Fires,” by Wal- 
ter Prichard Eaton. It is a simple re- 
cital of life in Stockbridge (?) or there- 
about, and has charm. You smell the 
air “ promise crammed” and love the 
soil and the people. One description of 
a wintry night in a ballroom without 
fire positively gave me relief during a 
sultry day. The note of sentiment is 
not absent (Doubleday, Page & Co.). 
In “ A Lover's Tale,” by Maurice Hew- 
lett (Scribner’s), you hear the clamor 
of war and the clangor of weapons. 
The scene is laid in Iceland during the 
Viking days, and the author's clever- 
ness in evoking “ local color” is not to 
be denied. Hunding’s horn is heard in 
the hills and poets and brawny ladies 
and death and love are woven into the 
skein of an operatic narrative. But 
artificial! ‘‘ August Forad,” by Mary 
Shipman Andrews and Roy Irving 
Murray, is another Scribner publica- 
tion. I fancy it will appeal to a large 
class of fiction devourers, but I confess 
I can’t stand a novel with a clergyman 
as hero—excepting, of course, the in- 
imitable curates and bishops of An- 
thony Trollope. In life, priests, min- 
isters and rabbis are often the best 
chaps in the world and always good 
company; in fiction they are usually 
prigs and bores. How do you account 
for it? 


Donald Lowery ha. written a se- 
quel to his “ My Life in Prison,” and 
names it “My Life Out of Prison.” 
It is not as successful as its predeces- 
sor. “One Map,” by Robert Steele, 
did not strike me as “ The Genuine 
Confessions of a Real Man,” for the 
simple reason that a confession alone, 
notwithstanding its sincerity, will not 
ring true without literary art. I know 
the reverse is generally believed by in- 
genious critics, but the fact is that all 
the great confessions in world litera- 
ture were written by consummate lit- 
erary artists: St. Augustine, Cellini, 
Goethe, Boswell, Casanova, Rousseau, 
Benjamin Franklin, Huysmans. ‘“ One 
Man” is a shapeless mass of petty 
facts, without cohesion or relation. No 
doubt the story is interesting for many 
because of its eroticism. ‘“‘ Fifty-One 
Tales,” by Lord Dunsany, is an at- 
tempt at the form known as the prose- 

(Continued on next page) 








“It was a powerful 
battering ram of 
law, logic, and fact, 
and it compromised 
nowhere; but when 
he had finished, 
Haywood’s invalid 
wife, seated in her 
wheel chair, shook 


his hand and thanked 
him for his fairness.” 


That is C. P. Connolly’s 
description of Senator 
Borah’s argument to the 
jury in the prosecution 
of William D. Haywood 
for murder. 

“One can take that illustration 
for a gauge, and everything 


Borah has done in public life 
will fit it to the last notch.” 


“Borah of Idaho”’, the first of a 
series of “ Presidential Possibil- 
ities”, by C. P. Connolly, ap- 
pears in the July 3lst issue of 


Collier's 


THE NATIONAL WEEKLY 
416 West rjth Street, New York City 


When writing to afvertisers, please mention Puck 
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The Seven Arts 
(Continued from preceding page) 


poems. These last three books are from 
the press of Mitchell Kennerley. “ The 
Love Letters of a Divorced Couple,’— 
by the way, not such a startling paradox 
as may be imagined—by William Far- 
quhar Tayson (Doubleday, Page & 
Co.), is a book that makes delightful 
reading. 


The Someone ironically remarked 
Drama in the Evening Post that peo- 

ple are so busy writing books 
about the theatre they haven’t the time 
to visit it. But there is consolation in 
the thought that never before have so 
many valuable studies and essays been 
published on the theme. This sowing 
the seed of sound criticism is bound to 
reap its harvest. The contemporary 
drama is in a bad way, though the situa- 
tion is far from hopeless. If the vast 
public that dotes on stupid, vulgar and 
vicious pieces—tawdry theatrical twad- 
dle—can be segregated and _ finally 
driven into the moving picture shows, 
then, perhaps (I say perhaps), the 
legitimate theatre may be revived—in 
all its splendor. Here is Sheldon 
Cheney with “ The New Movement in 
the Theatre ” (Mitchell Kennerley) and 
Ludwig Lewison’s “The Modern 
Drama” (B. W. Huebsch). Two ex- 
cellent works on modern drama. I 
warmly recommend the latter as a capi- 
tal introduction to all that is new and 
progressive in the theatre—written by 
a student and expert. 


And translations multiply apace. 
“Four Plays of the Free Theatre” 
consist of “ The Fossils,’ by Francois 
de Curel; “The Serenade,” by Jean 
Jullien; ‘ Francoise’s Luck,’ by 
Georges de Porto-Riche, and “ The 
Dupe,” by Georges Ancey, all produced 
at Antoine’s Théatre Libre, with an in- 
troduction by Barrett H. Clark—who 
is also the translator—and a preface by 
Brieux (Stewart & Kidd Company). 
Here at last is a chance to read in the 
vernacular these four pieces, at one 
time considered ultra revolutionary. 
Three plays by the ever sparkling 
Maurice Dounay, “ Lovers,” “ The 
Free Woman,” and “ They,” have been 
translated by Mr. Clark. 


¢ 
Doing His Best 


Mrs. Stocum (to her husband’s chum): 
Tom, I wish you could break George of 
playing poker. 
Tue Cuvm: I did break him, only last 
night. 

¢ 


A good many of the people who 


dance contrive to owe the piper. 
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A Sin of 


Omission 


is laid at the door of the light bottle brewer. 
He stands convicted by his own admission. 





He, no doubt, tries to make pure beer, and 
he could protect its purity, but he does not. 


He offers you the doubtful protection of a 
paper cover. 


The Light 
Bottle is 
Insufficient 


—he admits it, in fact, warns you against 
the damaging effects of light. 


If you would have pure beer, drink Schlitz 
in Brown Bottles. There is no purer beer 
brewed, and it costs no more than light 


bottle beer. 


See that crown is branded ‘‘Schlitz’’ 


Order a case today 



























The Beer That Made Milwaukee Fannens 
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: Cartoons and Caricatures by 
: i on 
We have just issued a limited edition of Hy Mayer’s more notable 
contributions to Puck. This portfolio measures 21x 14 inches, is bound 
in boards, and contains twenty-four full page plates on special paper, 
including four in full color. A copy will Be sent prepaid to any ellen 
on receipt of $2.50. 
= Puck PusuisHinc Corporation, 301 Larayetre Srreet, New York 
aun — 
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